THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

which we had stopped: coming back alone, I thought of
him, and his vitality quenched, of how he had been a
legend to me before I ever met him, of how then I had
known him for years, and now he was a legend, and a
waning legend again. And I found myself reflecting
on the strange phase of literature with which his name is
associated.

I don't know who coined the phrase "The Naughty
Nineties/' but it was rather a silly one. There is at least
as much to be said for "The Dirty Thirties" which I
recently heard applied to our own decade. Queen
Victoria was on the throne; Lords Wolseley, Roberts and
Kitchener were national heroes; Kipling was expounding
the duties of the Empire; Watts was at the apex of
painting; Hardy, Meredith, Henry James, Gissing and
Stevenson reached audiences who had never heard
either of Hubert Crackanthorpe's stories or of his
suicide; Conrad was beginning to be known; the
characteristic entertainments of the period were Gilbert
and Sullivan's operas; Austin Dobson had a great
reputation; the dominant critics were Gosse, Saintsbury,
Birrell, Dowden, Lang, "Q,," and others who, had they
been confronted with much of our own "modern"
literature, would not have minded seeing it put in the
furnace; the dreadful, crude, emancipated, middle-class
"naughtiness" of our own day was unknown. Beardsley
was no more typical of the age artistically than Wilde
was socially. Still, there was something distinctive there
and most adolescents were drawn to examine it, if not
permanently to like it: for it was something new in
England.